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So in your green and flourishing estate

A beauty is discern'd, more worthy love
Than that which further doth itself dilate,

And those degrees of variation prove,
Our vulgar wits so much do celebrate.                             15

Thus, though your eyes dart not that piercing blaze

Which doth in busy lovers' looks appear,
It is because you do not need to gaze

On other object than your proper sphere,
Nor wander further than to run that maze.                     20

So, if you want that blood which must succeed,

And give at last a tincture to your skin,
It is because neither in outward deed

Nor inward thought you yet admit that sin
For which your cheeks a guilty blush should need,           25

So, if your breath do not so freely flow,

It is because you love not to consume
That vital treasure which you do bestow,

As well to vegetate as to perfume
Your virgin leaves, as fast as they do grow.                      30

Yet stay not here, love for his right will call,
You were not born to serve your only will;

Nor can your beauty be perpetual:
'Tis your perfection for to ripen still,

And to be gathered rather than to fall.                             35

THE GREEN-SICKNESS BEAUTY

FROM thy pale look while angry love doth seem

With more imperiousness to give his law
Than where he blushingly doth beg esteem,

We may observe pi'd beauty in such awe,
That the brav'st colour under her command,              5

Affrighted, oft before you doth retire,
While, like a statue of yourself, you stand

In such symmetric form as doth require
No lustre but his own.    As then in vain

One should flesh-colouring to statues add,             10